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had sent him a rare plant, which was set in a
big flower-pot, close to a fountain-hasin. It never
throv<?; it lived indeed, putting out in the spring
a delicate stunted foliage, though my friend, who
was a careful gardener, could never divine what
ailed it. He was away for a few weeks, and the
day after he was gone, the flower-pot was broken
by a careless garden-boy, who wheeled a barrow
roughly past it; the plant, earth and all, fell into
the water ; the boy removed the broken pieces of
the pot, and seeing that the plant had sunk to the
bottom of the little pool, never troubled his head
to fish it out* When my friend returned, he
noticed one day in the fountain a new and
luxuriant growth of some unknown plant. He
made careful inquiries and found out what had
happened. It then came out that the plant was in
reality a water-plant, and that it had pined away
in the stifling air for want of nourishment, perhaps
dimly longing for the fresh bed of the pool.
Even so has it been, times without number,
with some starving and thirsty soul, that has gone
on feebly trying to live a maimed life, shut up in
itself, ailing, feeble* There has descended upon
it what looks at first sight like a calamity, some
affliction unaccountable and irreparable ; and then
it proves that this was the one thing needed ; that
sorrow has brought out some latent unselfishness,
or suffering energised some unused faculty of
strength and patience.